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Staying also at Anzio whilst we were there, was
Father Hickey, of the English Dominicans in Rome,
a most brilliant, intelligent, and kindly man, who
was a great friend of our family. Very often I joined
him for a walk along the sands which stretch for
miles, and when the sun shines on them they look
like a carpet of glittering gold. At other times we
accompanied my father on tours of exploration to the
ruins of the various ancient villas, some of which are
standing in the sea. One day, whilst I was playing
on the shore, paddling and building castles, Father
Hickey helped me dig a moat. " Little Stella/' he
said, " give me a nice smile as a reward for my aid."
I lifted my face and smiled joyously at him. He
then asked Nana, who was sitting by, sewing, for a
pencil and paper, and on the spur of the moment
he wrote these words :
" Smiles that light tip eyes and face
Twofold charm of youth and grace
j?yes that put the stars to shame
iips touched with the rose's flame
Loving, winsome little sprite
A Saxon bird in southern light/1
is STELLA.
Father Hickey read them to me, then gave the
paper to Nana, who handed it later to my mother.
I had naturally forgotten all about it until at my
mother's death, on looking over her things, I found
this little verse, which she had always treasured. I
remember also the small, white-crested waves gently
breaking against the shore. They were some of the
happiest moments of my childhood.
In the winters we always lived in Rome, in the
Palazzo Massimo. This great palace had been recon-
structed into three " flats " of substantial size. The